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This Cable-Stitch 
is for you E.R.S. 
James Wilkinson 









‘OUR wife, Megan, looked very well indeed, Jim, when we 
visited her at 3 Beatrice Terrace, Torpoint—she was just 
engrossed in a new cable-stitch jumper, and in so far as it 
looked about twice her size, we guessed right at the first time 
for whom it was intended. You, of course—and you're lucky, 


because it’s swell! 


Megan asked us to tell you how pleased she is about her 
new job. You know that your wife is the only W.R.N.S. En- 


gimeers’ Writer. 


And, apart from this unique honour, her pay 


has increased. She laughed when she told us this, and said, 


“What! More income tax!” 


Your wife, Jim, spent ten days with your 


parents at 


Cherry Tree, Blackburn. All are in the pink! 


Your “in-laws” 


were. on leave at Torquay when we 


arrived at Beatrice Terrace, but Megan sends you their love. 
By the way, Jim, take care of your “dartsability ”; your 
wife threw two double 20s and hit the bull once when we 


challenged her to 301. 
game ! 
your championship !” 


Did she whitewash us at this ancient 
She sends you a special message: “Watch out for 





NERO—HISTORY’'S 


SPEEDIEST 


N the Sporting Club at the 

Hague, Holland, there hangs 
an oil painting of Nero—the 
only pig that ever raced a 
horse. It was in 1800 when a 
young blood of those days tired 
out all the members of the 
Sporting. Club by bragging 
about a _ trotting horse he 
owned. 

The President of the Club 
got so bored that he chal- 
lenged the young horse Owner. 

“VIL bet you 1,000. guil- 
ders,” said he, “that my pig, 
Nero, will beat your horse— 
under certain conditions.” 
The bet was at once ac- 

cepted; the terms were that 
the race should be over a 
straight course of six miles, 


and that the horse _ should 
carry two jockeys instead of 
one. 


The race was fixed for one in 
the afternoon a fortnight ahead, 
and the President at once 
started to put Nero into train- 


ing. 
NERO’S TRAINING. 

On the first day Nero was 
starved, and on the second day, 
at one o’clock exactly, his 

- owner fastened him with a rope 
and. kicked and dragged him 
down the course to the winning- 
post, where Nero was. given 
two herrings. 

For six days this training 
was continued. By the end 


HOG 


of a week, with all his super- 

fluous fat worked off him, 

Nero was waiting eagerly for 

one o'clock. 

That day he outpaced his 
master. 

He was then starved for 24 
hours—and the next day he 
was running alongside a horse 
to his herring dinner await- 
ing him six miles off. 

Both exercise and sparse diet 
were strictly adhered to, and 
on the thirteenth day Nero 
was again starved. 

THE HERRING STAKES. 

On the day of the race, horse 
and pig lined up at the start- 
ing-post. Nero had to be held 
back by three strong men. The 
starter lowered his flag, and 
the strangest race in the history 
of sport began. 

Over the first mile, the trot- 
ting horse, with two jockeys up, 
easily took the lead. But inside 
three miles the horse slackened, 
and up came Nero, slim, grunt- 
ing, ravenous, and trained to 
the last bristle. 

After four miles Nero be- 
gan to sprint—and reached 
the winning-post (and a pail 
of herrings) five furlongs 
ahead of the horse. 

Out of the 1,000-guilder 
purse, Nero’s master had the 
pig’s portrait painted, in honour 
of the fastest runner on four 
trotters yet seen. 











W. H. Millier Talks of 


THE GOLDEN GUTTER 
AGE OF BOXING 


EAVY-WEIGHTS are the 

most fortunate of the box- 
ing stars; they always com- 
mand bigger purses than the 
smaller men. In-most instances 
they attract a larger crowd, and 
on that basis it can be argued 
that they are entitled to all 
they can draw. 

All the same, it is very rare 
to find high skill displayed by 
the big fellows, and when you 
do it usually means that they 
are exceptional champions. 

Leaving out the exceptional 
champions for the moment, it 
can be said that if you wish 
to see really skilful boxing 
you have to go to the men 
in the lighter divisions. This 
means that the saying, 

“ Brawn and brains are. sel- 

dom found together” is not 

altogether inaccurate as 
exemplified in the ring. 

The number of people who 
can genuinely appreciate the 
finer points of scientific boxing 
is certainly much smaller than 
the huge crowd that will be 
sure to pay big money to see a 
couple of lumbering giants 
swipe each other out of the 
ring. This is one of the con- 
stant moans of your genuine 
enthusiast. 

When searching through a 
mass of ancient notes and 
scribble to find some data, I 
came across an old letter from 
Charlie Lucas, manager of 
many famous Australian boxers. 


DEPRESSION DIDN’T COUNT 
It was written in 1933, at the 
time of the world slump. Sport 
being classed in the category 
of luxury trades, boxing suf- 
fered as much as any other pro- 
fession, but not, according to 
Lucas, in Australia. He wrote: 
“There was no country in 
the world hit harder than Aus- 
tralia by the great depression, 
yet, in spite of this truth, when- 
ever a real fight was put on, it 
drew a record crowd. The 
reason? Let us go back to the 
Burns-Johnson fight. 

“You will remember that 
Hugh D. McIntosh outbid the 
world for this fight with a 
£7,000 purse, which was. at that 
time a record. It was one that 
made many people wonder 
whether McIntosh was right in 
the head. The success of this 
fight set promoters alight. In 
this they made the discovery 
that heavy-weights were the 
guys to draw in the shekels at 
the box-office. From the day 
of that discovery they forgot 
everything in their insane haste 
to find ‘ white hopes.’ 

“As time went on purses 
grew and grew, and the public 
paid to see some of the great- 
est impostors who had been 
foisted on them by a Press that 
was working overtime in pro- 
ducing sensational tales, which 
all went towards building up 
the big-gate craze. 

“Any foreign ‘ham,’ so 
long as he was big in the feet 
and body, was hailed as a 
world-beater. The public, 
being diddled, handed out 
good money for these great 
‘hams’ to become wealthy at 
the expense of the _ fight 
game. 

“Tf the truth were written 
about most heavy-weights, there 
would be little or no interest in 
them, and this, if it were car- 
ried out, would do a hell of a 
lot of good for real boxing. 

“For myself. I should not 
care a rap if every heavy- 
weight dropped out of the game 
to-morrow. I think the boxing 
game would be better off with- 
out them. It is only a matter 
of time when the little boys will 
come into their own again, and 
then we shall see real boxing.” 


CHANCE FOR “LITTLE 
BOYS.” 


Let us hope that the prophecy 
expressed in the last sentence 
of Lucas’s letter will work out 
to be correct. Until it does, 
there is not likely to be any 
revival in really skilful boxing. 
The genuine boxing enthusiasts 
of a couple of generations ago 
expressed the fear that com- 
mercialism would kill boxing, 
and they were not far wrong. 





The remedy is in the hands 
of the public, but the remedy 
is scarcely likely to be applied 
unless the public is educated 
to understand what is and 
what is not real boxing. 

At the end cf the 1914-18 war, 
when there was plenty of easy 
money to be picked up, any big 
chump that was capable of 
slinging boxing gloves was 
hailed as a near champion and 
given prominence out of all 
proportion to his worth. 

That was one of the reasons 
why Georges Carpentier was 
able to amass another fortune, 
when by all the laws he should 
have been in retirement, for he 
had by then left his best a long 
way behind him. 

Carpentier had as much 
world-wide publicity as any of 
the really great champions, nay, 
more than they ever received, 
yet he was not by a long way 
one of the great champions. 
STAR IN SETTING. | 

There is no gainsaying the 
fact that Carpentier was a good 
boxer in his day, but he was 
not at his best when he fought 
heavy-weights. He was at his 


best as a welter-weight and a 
middle-weight. ; 
After that his decline set in; 





THE BIG HAMS 
MADE MONEY 













AMBLING ALP 
CARNERA 


yet, strange as it may sound, he 
did not set the world on fire 
until he found it easy to topple 
over so many of the heavy- 
weight mugs that the promo- 
ters saw fit to foist on a gullible 
public-with plenty of money to 
spend. 

This was sheer luck for 
Carpentier. Had he been a 
lighter man and thus had 
been compelled to fight, say, 
top-notch welter-weights, he 
would not have had much 
success. The only heavy- 
weight of class he met was 
Jack Dempsey, and it took 
only four rounds for Dempsey 
to knock him out and show 
that, as a heavy-weight, the 
Frenchman was not a cham- 
pion. 

How the ghosts of the real 
old champions must have stirred 
when they knew (as ghosts are 
presumed to know) that the 
gate receipts at the fight be- 


tween this pair reached the 
enormous sum of 1,626,580 dol- 
lars; well over £325,000. 

Even after this the French- 
man continued to collect more 
easy money in England for 
staying a few minutes in the 
ring. The heavy-weight bubble 
had yet to be pricked. 

BEST OF THEM ALL. 

The most skilful boxer of re- 
cent years was, without a doubt, 
Jim Driscoll. All in good time, 
I will have something to say 
about this great figure of the 
ring, but for now suffice it to 
say that he never figured in any 
fight involving huge sums of 
money. The biggest purse he 
ever fought for would just 
about meet the demands of a 
couple of heavy-weight chumps 
for training expenses. You 
see, Driscoll was only a feather, 
weight, that is, 9st., and that is 
where the big difference comes 
in. 

When he died a few years 
ago he was financially little 
better than a pauper, and it 
could not be of any satisfac- 
tion to him that many thou- 
sands of peoples lined the 
streets of Cardiff for his 
funeral. 

This is a funny old world of 
ours, where values are all 
wrong. It may always have 
been so for all we know, but 
that is no reason why everyone 
should not each do his share 
towards getting things in their 
right perspective, if that is at 
all possible. 

There was also a_ great 
feather-weight of other days 
whom the old-timers placed on 
just such another pedestal as 
Driscoll. This was Young 


BUT WE— | 





PEERLESS 
JIM DRISCOLL 


Griffo, otherwise Albert Grif- 
fiths, of Sydney, Australia. I 
had been so accustomed to hear- 
ing the old fellows talk with 
bated breath of the extraordin- 
ary skill of Griffo that I won- 
dered how he compared with 
our own Jim Driscoll. 

One of the many admirers of 
Griffo was A. G. (“Smiler”) 
Hales, author of the McGlusky 
stories, and a very good judge 
of a boxer. After he had ex- 
pounded at length on the sub- 
ject of Griffo as the cleverest 
boxer he had ever known, I 
asked him to give me his 





opinion of Driscoll, whom he 
had not up to that time seen in 
action in the ring. 

In due course old man Hales 
saw Driscoll perform, and, as 
was only to be expected, he 
was full of praise. He told me 
that he agreed Driscoll was as 
great a boxer as Griffo, and 
was, if anything, a trifle more 
polished in his style. Believe 
me, Driscoll’s performance was 
the very poetry of boxing. 


KNEW REFEREE’S COUNT. 

The fate of Griffo was sad. 
He was a newsboy belonging 
to the “Rocks” district of Syd- 
ney when first he attracted at- 
tention by his natural speed and 
dex'terity. He was taken to 
Larry Foley, the great pupil of 
Jem Mace, and Larry at once 
saw the possibilities in this. 
rough diamond. The old master 
turned him into the finished 
product, and he felt well re- 
warded by Griffo’s fame. 

I have been told that Griffo 
was the merest child in all 
matters outside the ring. Being 
entirely uneducated in the 
scholastic sense, he was unable 
to count beyond ten. 

it may be imagined just 
what proportion of the purses 
he fought for actually came 
to his pocket. One who knew 
him told me that so long as 
he had ten dollars in his 

pocket, a bottle of rum, and a 

bunch of bananas, he was as 

happy as a king, 

It was the rum that 
him back to the gutter. 
been properly cared 
could have returned to his 
native Australia with a nice 
bank balance and would have 
been able to live in comfort 
for the rest of his life. 

A RUM FINISH. 

As it was, he was never able 
to get back to Australia, and in 
between periods of being res- 
cued by the Salvation Army 
and other organisations, gen- 
erally referred to as “sob- 
sisters” in the United States, 
he drank himself into imbecil- 
ity and was found dead in a 
common lodging-house without 
a cent in the world, 

And Griffo had beaten all the 
best boxers the world had seen 
in the feather-weight and 
light-weight divisions. 


[STARVED | 


brought 
Had he 





YOUNG GRIFFO 






GOOD MORNING 
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In a glass, darkly 


| aba ,’ said Father Brown, “I know what 
\ ’ the murderer looked like. That’s the only 
thing I do know. I can almost see him as he 
came in at the front door, in the gleam of the 
a damp ; his figure, his clothes, even his 
ace!” 
“What's all this!” exclaimed the detective. 
“He looked like Sir Humphrey Gwynne,” 
said the priest. 
“What the devil do you mean?” demanded 






TO-DAY'S 
PICTURE 
QUIZ 








THE MIRROR OF THE MAGISTRATE 
By G. K. CHESTERTON 


Bagshaw. 
head in the pond.” 


“Gwynne was lying dead with his 


“Oh, yes,” said Father Brown. 


After a moment he went on: 


it. You suppose the murderer 
eame in at the front door, met 
the judge in the front hall, 
struggling with him and break- 
ing the mirror; that the judge 
then retreated into the garden, 


f “ . : ight, reflecting 

where he was finally shot.|shaw. Why, it was you who light, 1 n hak’ ie Sash ai 

F ; ~| chrom lls, it would look like}once that his bush of yellow 
Somehow it doesn’t sound|found them. It was you your He end Crile pasage. ‘A man|hair was not a bald’ head. 


natural to me. Granted he re- 
treated down the hall, there 
are two exits at the end, one 
into the garden and one into 
the study. Surely he would be 
more likely to retreat into his 
study where his telephone was ? 
And his servant, so far as he 
knew, was in the house. Even 
the nearest neighbours were in 
that direction. Why should he 
=oP to open the garden door 
and go out alone into the 
deserted side of the house?” 


They were worked from the 


ing to run across to the house 

and the telephone when the 

murderer shot him beside the 

pond.” 

“But what about the broken 
palm and mirror?” cried Bag- 


self who said that there must 
have been a struggle in the 
hall.” 

The priest blinked rather 
painfully. “Did I?” he mut- 
ered. “Surely I didn’t say 
hat. I never thought that. 
What I think I said was that 
something had happened in the 
hall. And something did hap- 
pen; but it wasn’t a struggle.” 

“Then what broke the mir- 
ror?” asked Bagshaw shortly. 


“A bullet broke the mirror,” 





Gwynne, But Gwynne wasn’t 


(He was silent for a moment, 
and then went on quietly. 
“Tmagine the looking-glass at 
the end of the passage, before 
it was broken, and the tall palm 
arching over it. In the half- 
these mono- 


hw t’s go back to that theor hut; they wouldn’t have been| there to be fired at. The/shaw, “I believe I begin——” 
3 are which was a very saad burning at all if he hadn't criminal was alone in the “You begin to see,” saic| 
; one, though I don’t agree with| [been in the hut. He was try- hall. Father Brown. “You begir 


reflected in it would look like 
a man coming from inside the 
house. It would look like the 


master of the house—if only the 
reflection were a 
him.” 


little like 


Who is it? 


He wrote an “ Elementary 
Treatise on Determinants” 
and a “Syllabus of Plane 
Algebraical Geometry.” He 


“Stop a minute,” cried Ba 


to see why all the suspects in 
this case must be innocent. 
Not one of them could pos 
sibly have mistaken his own 
refiection for old Gwynne. 


“Orm would have known at 


Flood would have seen his own 
red head, and Green his own 
red waistcoat. Besides, they’re 
all short and shabby; none of 
them could have thought his 
own image was a tall, thin, old 
gentleman in evening dress. We 
want another, equally tall and 
thin, to match him. That’s what 
I meant by saying that I knew 
what the murderer looked like.” 
“And what do you argue 
from that?” asked Bagshaw, 
looking at him steadily. 


Looks almost timid, doesn’t it? Something like the domestic 
rabbit, but, of course, it isn’t a rabbit, it’s—an Okapi, Pata- 


gonian Cavy, Musk Deer, Alpaca, or maybe a Napu. 


only be one of them. Which 





It can 
do you think it is? Answer 


of the house,” replied ‘ais'com iy, A’ bullet fired” by" ihe] 3180 wrote, the most famous || , The priest uttered a sort, of pi aac ata aise 
/ A ‘ « sing ; of a children’s stories, }|° 4) Crh ugh, oddly dii- 
( panion, puzzled, “because he|criminal. The big fragments of about a little girl, and a rab- |/ferent from his ordinary mild 


falling glass were quite enough 





was found in the garden.” ; bit, and a hatter, and a liz- ||manner of speech tance; he had almost cer- 

\ ‘ lm.” 3 ’ a steno Bees d 

b are never went out of the to knock over hed palm 1a he|] 2fd, and a dormouse, and a 1 am going to base the|tainly quarrelled with some W ANG IN 
h house, because he never was|, “ Well, what else is €|| woodworker, and a walrus. || defence,” he said, “on thelleader of the legal profession. L 

\ in the house,” said Father|have been firing at except|] who was he? fact that the prosecuting|It’s among the leaders of that 

Brown. “Not that evening,|Gwynne?” asked the detective. (Answer on Page 3) counsel has a bald head.” profession that we should look 





’ that bungalow. 1 


He was sitting in 
read that 
lesson, in the dark and at the 
beginning, in the red and 
gold stars across the garden. 


i mean. 


[CROSSWORD CORNER 
ne 2aan 








“It’s rather a fine meta- 
physical point,” answered his 
clerical companion almost 
dreamily. “In one sense, of 
course, he was firing at 





CLUES ACROSS. 
Indian 














For a%today 


“Oh, my God!” said. the 
detective quietly, and got to his 
feet, staring. 

Father Brown had resumed 
his monologue in an unruffled 
manner. 

“You’ve been following the 
movements of a good many 
people in this business; you 
policemen were prodigiously 
interested in the movements of 
the poet, and the servant, and 











for his enemy.” 

Father Brown continued: 
“He returned, and shut him- 
self up_in the bungalow, 
where he kept all his private 
documents about treasonable 
practices. But the leader of 
the legal profession, who 
knew that there was some~ 
thing against him in_ those 
documents, was _ thoughtful 
enough to follow his acquser 


WORDS. 


_ 1. Place the same two letters, 
in the same order, both before 
and after ERNE, to make a 
word. 

2. Rearrange the letters of 
BOBS ‘CRYING, to make the 
name of a popular singer, 

3. Altering one letter at a 


province, | 1, What is the only large|the Irishman, home; he also being in even-| time, and making a new word 
5. Very big. large animal which is said to} “The man whose movements! jng dress, but with a pistol|With each alteration, change: 
8 \As soon as. be unable to swim? seem to have been forgotten is} jin his pocket. That is all,|/LAY into EGG, BANK _ into 
ede 2: Who wrote (a) New/|the dead man himself. His ser-| and nobody could ever have|NOTE, PUSH into PULL, 
qe ee Worlds for Old, (b) Brave New be ps guile honestly aston-| guessed it but for the mirror.” rials into FOAL. 
‘ or.d? ed a In at his master 4 ; 4, How many four-let 
awe 3. Which of the following is|had returned. His master had phn ig » be sone ania fivelietter words en Sor ieks 
17 Fondle. an intruder, and why?—J. M.|gone to a great dinner of all then: addeds— : from FUNDAMENTAL ? 
18 In a sluggish |Barrie, Thomas Hardy, Edward |the leaders of the legal profes-|~";, os H f 
way. |Elgar, Charles Dickens, John|sion, but had left it abruptly| “A queer thing is a mirror; A 
20 Palm. Keats. and come home. He was not|/@ Picture frame that holds hun- Answers to Wangling 
22 Wasps’ abode. 4. What was the name of|ill, for he summoned no assis-|dreds of different pictures, all ‘ 
235 Hold forth. Brutus’s wife? vivid and all vanished for ever. Words—No 116 
pap tes Sadan Pe Who said, “The cricket on wet there was pomnecala Coe i 
oh e hearth”? ° clally strange abou ne ass irti 
52 Are not water- |", What was the Christian| Amswer to Quiz  |ihat hung at the end of that rs bees 
-- 33 Be agreeable |name of Little Lord Fauntle- . dark corridor under that green . FIELD. 
Ee ied vad ee BS roy? ; in No. 160 palm. It is as if it was a magic| 3. DRUM, DRAM, DRAW, 
; 35 Except, 7. Which of the following are glass and had a different fate} CRAW, CROW, CROP, COOP, 
a | | | a a ee oe 36 Gotasreward. |mis-spelt?—Habitat, Hebetate,| 1. A cassock. from. others, as if its picture) HOOP, HOOD, FOOD, FOLD, 
57 Piece sia Linament, Naive, Probosis,| 2. (a) Thackeray, (b) Brown-|could somehow survive it,,;BOLD, BOLE, BILE, FILE, 
+ id . 38 Uninteresting |eboant. ing. hanging in the air of that twi-| FIFE. 
; * | 8. How many bones are there} 3. February has 28 days; the|light house like a spectre. By] BIRD, BIND, BINE, LINE. 
in a man’s spine? others have 30. Pa the way, there’s one very true|LING, LONG, SONG.’ 
CLUES DOWN. 9.Who was Lord Dun-| 4. Cyril Edwin Mitchinson. |thing that you said about him.” SEE 7 NE 
1 Shoemaker’s tool. 2 Tremble. 3 Composed. 4 dreary? 5. Shakespeare, “Tm glad to hear that,” said D, SEND, SAND, SANE, 
Presently, 5 Intense. 6 Curve. 7 Rankles.’ 9 -10. Correct the misquotation,| 6. Carbon. Begehaw. With sigue: eaood SAME, TAME, TIME. 
Form of pastry. 10 Size of paper. 13 Unlevel “And then my heart with rap-| 7. Idiosyncrasy, Excel. nature! “Andi what wast? ? WINE, LINE, LONE, LOSE, 
ee gue fils, Ang dances with the| 8 oie S ws You, galt” obegrved.tha|O8T, LS. 
ioe cee te : affodils.” o wrote it? . Dombey and Son. 4 : y A it, in, il, ; 
4 lg lingam Alight from: jump, 11. Wireless telegraph was| 10. “Simewy hands.” Long-| Priest, “that Sir Arthur must Ta hae ein, Naat, Bur 
: é first applied to ships in 1882,|fellow, in “The Village Black-| Nave some good reason for|Rot;’ Star, Lust, List, Last, 
1892, 1902. 1904, 1906. smith.” wanting to get Orm hanged.”| wust, Mist; Mast, Cast, Cult, 
12. Spadille is another name} 11. 217 B.C, A week later the priest met|Talc, etc. 
for—what? 12, Adolfe Sax, in 1846. the police detective and learned! Stain, Limit, Tails, Snail, 


belligerért— 





fighting tnad ?- 


that the authorities had already 
been moving on the new lines 
of inquiry when they were in- 
terrupted by a sensational 
event, 

“Sir Arthur Travers.” began 
Father Brown. 

“Sir Arthur Travers is dead,” 





Because J/ane is 
Oing to marr 
s" “Georgie 1 
OR tS SHE? 


said Bagshaw briefly. 

“ Ah!” said the other, with a 
little catch in his voice, “ you 
mean that he——” 

“Yes,” said Bagshaw, “he 
shot at the same man again, 
but not in a mirror.” 


From “‘ The Secret of Father 
Brown.”’ 


By G. K. Chesterton. 


(By permission of Mrs. G. K. 
Chesterton.) 





Turns, Trust, Train, Trail, Trial, 
Start, Tarts, Stair, Strum, Stilt, 
Tilts, etc. 





ALLIED PORTS 


Guess the name of this 
ALLIED PORT from the 
following clues to its letters. 





My first is in CASTLE, not in 
KNIGHT, 
My next is in BOXING, not in 


FIGHT, 

My third is in RIFLE, not in 
SIGHT, 

My fourth is in FORWARD, not 
in BACK, 

My fifth is in SCRUMMAGE, 
not in PACK, 

My sixth is in BASEBALL, not 
in STRIKER, 

My last is in ROUTE-MARCH, 
not in HIKER: 

(Answer on Page 3) 


_ 
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WHADDYA MEAN WE 


GOT A FINE ee 


WELL- THE BABY {$ YOURS BUT WE CAINT ADOPT PISH., AND FURTHERMORE 
BEKASE IT WAS LEFT ON Youg )| [HIM WE AINT GOT TUSH! SOU THREE GRO, 


News From 
DOORSTEP- UNDER CLAUSE TWO, SS : ; MEN AINT SCAIRT 


SUBSECTION THREE OF THE | SS cE 2 OF DONG AJOB | Nowhere ia 
UNWRITTEN LAWS OF ft s gS go By ODO DREW 4 


! BLACK MARKET CHARGE. 
ADOPTION : WHEN the name of Captain Sir John Haw- 
re Fam , : kins was called the other day at the Ply- 

: a % : es mouth Police Court, there was no answer, The 
es : N s AAS charge against him was, according to counsel 
for the prosecution, being a ringleader in a- 
gigantic black-market scheme. Proceedings 
were brought by the Board of Trade and the 
Ministry of Food, jointly. 

The prosecution stated that this black-market ( 
business was carried out between West Africa 
and the West Indies. Information had been 
laid by the Spanish Ambassador, and there was 













BELINDA 










v1 AN’ THEN LARRY CONKED AR/-| COULDNT AVE | E!— VLE GO, MISTERI=. | Teen a> fe oe, at Hawicins had beet 
‘EM BOTH ON THE BEAN AS THEY DONE IT-NEATER OR PERLICE, BERT, AN GET THESE ‘ERE THEY OWE ME Two QUID!- wisi Chairman : “What was the name of the \ 
| QUICKER MESELF! COVES UNDER LOCK AN’ KEY AFORE I'LL HAVE THE LAW ON 'EM, Peeters 3 : 

ee OS: i THEY GETS UPTO ANY MORE | WILLAN ALL, IF IT COSTS The Chairman aT thought nie, name, of, the 

resen MDAass' 2) 

MISCHIEF: COR!=1 DONE (PUFF!) ME A FORTUNE; é ithe Clerk: to the Justices “That a me 

ENOUGH RUNNING FER reign of Queen Elizabeth. Sune the 

ONE DAY, PA! - IT'S , _ The Chairman: “I think we had better ad- 

BELINDA'S TURN! ; journ the hearing, and perhaps the prosecution 


can make further enquiries.” 

When the case was resumed the following 
day, counsel for the prosecution asked that the 
charge might be withdrawn. It now transpired, 
he said, that the charge did actually refer to 
proceedings initiated during the reign of Queen 
Blizabeth, when Sir John Hawkins, the well- 
known Devon sailor and shipowner, got into 
trouble with the Spanish authorities for kid- 
napping negroes from the West Coast of Africa 
and selling them to Spanish plantation owners 
in the West Indies—in fact, it was the beginning 
of the slave trade. There. was some doubt as 
to which Government Department should bring 
the formal charge, and, from what he could 
gather, minutes had been passing backwards — 
and forwards between these departments for 
some time. 

The Chairman: “Some three hundred: years, 
as_a matter of fact?” 

Counsel: “That is so. As Their Worships 
knew, there were to-day many temporary Civil 
Servants, and the file had_ come into the pos- 
session of one of these. In what turned out, 
now, to be mistaken zeal, he had decided that 
the charge must be cleared up once and for all.” 

The Chairman: “I think we ought to know 
the name of this expert.” 

Counsel: “I am instructed that it is not the 
practice of Government Departments to reveal 
the names of their officers; but suitable disci- 
plinary action has been taken and the person 
concerned transferred to another Ministry. 


THIS 18 THE Gsbb.TH The charge wes _ hen withdrawn. 


SESSION NE HAVE WITH : ENGLISH MUSIC. 
US TONIGHT DOCTOR. : TTENDANCES at war-time concerts every- 


















THATS ALL RIGHT \ 


Hi IE ARE, GLADYS, | 
Tae O JOHN ILL. POST IT 


= THIS OUGHT TO DO (T/ — 
“CAN THE BRAINS TRUST 












TRUST WILL BE ON 


ANY MINUTE NOW: THE BRAINS TRUST 








IKIEED , PROFE: } where have reached a new level. The 

AN ORDWaRY MAN?” “an gussrions’?” | Kateow AD [| eee sa Se eee ee 
? i i ‘ itis! usic Festival in London, the, 
. - > A CAPTAIN SEADOG ; Vaoae Orchestra (conductor, Smelli Fisch ; 


leader, Moldi Kipper) gave first performances 

of the following important works: A mazurka, 

by Solomon Cohen; a coteletite, by Sigismund. 

Shysiter ; an entrecote, by Hermann Hoffman; 2 

jondola, by Giuseppe Francobollo; and a 

caviare, by Peter Petrovich. All proceeds went 

to the Fund ‘for Distressed Balkan Band- 

masters. 

Seeeeepersescene 

FACTORY WORKERS’ TOURS. 

‘ return the compliment paid by men of the 

- . = fighting Services when they visited munition 

GARTH se factories recently, factory workers are now 
visiting the three Services. After her recent 
















T WELL HE'S = HM-ASPy/o visit fg bape econ ae apiece Lone wie 
LL, a ie it wi e remembered, was Bea een 
TIE PARAPET. GALA RUSHES THE THREE HAD [T- AND WONDER HOW MUCH Viultum in Parvo, Devon, in 1904, told a “ Good 


Morning” reporter: “Oi just telled the laads. 
as how us as works in factories enjies that 
work because us knows as how they can’t finish 
| the job unless us gives they the tools. Depend 
on if, Oi telled ‘em, us’ll do our bit—specially 
now winter draws on, us’ll never let they down. 
Mind, oi said, oi don’t say as how oi wouldn't 
loike it better to be fo home helping mother 
look after the babbies, but then, granddad has 
got leaf from the Chelsea Pensioners, and ’e€’S, 
a great help. Moi eldest sister, her as was 
going to get married, has postponed it till arter 
the war.” , 

In reply to a query, Miss Longsox said she 
had not got a boy-friend. ‘“ Not that,” she added 
with a leer, “there weren’t many who——” Her 
pause was significant. Incidentally, Miss Long- 
sox has worked in half-a-dozen factories Im 
different parts of the country, which accounts, 
probably, for her somewhat cosmopolitan 
dialect. 






SET OFF 
TO SEE 


INTO HIS ARMS ~--- OLD WHISKERS KNOWS 











AH, THANK GOODNESS YOU BROUGHT A — REUSSREeReneeeee 

? THIS "T CRUB, NO oe MILITARY INVENTIONS. : 
go oon Oanne! TN order to cope with a renewed influx of in- 
ise andtidlagd = ventions submitted to the War Office, it has 
been found necessary to add additional names 
/ to the committee, which has) been working eines 

eines ead : ’ the outbreak of war. e under 
\ se who have consented to serve are 
NENT BRAIN ‘3 ev he Glace Petes, John of Gaunt, General 
Wolfe, Sir Arthur Wellesley, Admiral Sir 
Cloudesley Shovel, Mr. Max Miller and Mr. 
Nosmo King. Mr. Geoffrey Chaucer and Mr. 
Benjamin Franklin hope to be available later. 


Answer to WHO IS IT? 
LEWIS CARROLL 


Solution to Allied Ports: 
COLOMBO. 


























Good — 
AY Coyuanbate. 


All communications to be addressed 


to: “* Good Morning,” 
C/o Press Division, 
Admiralty, 
London, S.W.1!. 









“I hate being caught 
kissing like this. You 
know, Ann, you ARE 
awful.”’ 






TRY THE LUCKY DIP? 


If Susan Hayward really meant that, Paramount would 
have to enlarge its swim-pool plenty. 


o 






““Why didn’t I 
bring Mummy ’s 
basket? A_ fellow 
simply hates show- 
ing off like this.” 


SHIP'S CAT SIGNS OFF 





** It’s looking | 
black over | 
John-W illie’s 


mother’s.”’ 











e There’s a_ wind 
England 22°,‘ % 
ts iL} sea, and skies are 
threatening. 
Printed and Published by Samuel Stephen Lt“, 2, Belvedere Road. London, S.E.19, with the co-operation of Office of Admiral (Submarines). 


